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box in the bedroom, money that had come showering
down out of the blue, money that had been stolen,
money that had been earned, begged, hoarded up, was
being pushed over counters and under little glass
windows and then conjured into parcels, parcels, parcels,
with whole acres of brown paper and miles of string
called into service every few minutes. Hundreds of
these parcels, especially the huge three-cornered ones,
seemed to find their way into every bus that Miss Mat-
field, after waiting and running forward and returning
and waiting again, contrived to board. She felt like a
shivering and bruised ant. Never had she hated London
so much. She wanted to scream at it. When she got
back to the Club, the only thing she wished to do was
to have a long hot soak in the bath, and of course it was
precisely the thing that everybody else wanted to do too,
so she would find herself hanging about, still waiting,
after waiting to leave the office, waiting to get a bus,
waiting to be served in the shop, waiting at the cash
desk, waiting for her parcel, waiting for another bus;
and then Kersey would come up and say "Going out
to-night, Matfield? No? Well, you can't expect to go
out every night, can you, dee-ar?" Hell!
Mr. Golspie left for Paris—lucky man—on the morn-
ing of Christmas Eve; Mr. Dersingham wished them all
a merry Christmas and departed early; Mr. Smeeth gave
them all an extra week's money, brightened up a little,
and hoped they would have a very good ^me. Miss
Matfield, after working miracles, arrived at Paddington,
a Paddington that suggested that some invading army
had already reached the Bank and that shells were fall-
ing into Hyde Park and that the seat of government had
already been transferred to Bristol, and she was just in

